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"She sends you her congratulations for your defence of
our dead Lord Caesar, and wishes to aid you in the good
work,"

"She is welcome," said Marius, solemnly. "All are wel-
come. I reject none, though I have been rejected, I scorn

none, though I have been scorned.    I slay none-----"    He

broke off and looked cunningly at the cat, as if he had almost
been tripped into revealing a secret. Then his eyes cleared
again, and he spoke in his tones of shrewd comprehension.

"I am at the Queen's service."

"Caesar left a son," said Sara, meaningly. "There is a
child named Cassation."

Marius considered the statement. "It is just that the son
should succeed to the patrimony. I shall make Csesarion
the king of the earth. You can tell your mistress that I shall
do her will, because it is not her will alone."

"She would like to hear further what plans you have."

"I have no plans," said Marius, eagerly. "I act as the
voice bids me. I have built an altar to the manifest God.
I have summoned the people to destroy their oppressors,
the murderers of God. I shall come and go with armies across
the world, and the son of Caesar I shall crown King in the
Capitol. More I cannot say. Beyond that the veil is
drawn."

Sara watched him intently.    The man was mad, but He.
could rouse the mob.   In him spoke the voice of the eastern
provinces, tortured into action.

"For myself," resumed Marius, sharply, as if he were now
expounding the only difficult part of his programme, "I
demand only one thing, but nothing less will satisfy me. I
demand the Arpinate villa of my ancestors. No one shall
thwart me,"                                .                                    .

"And you will tell the people about the son of Caesar?**

Maiius bowed his head. "So it is written iti the leaves
of the Sibyl and the book of the Stars. It is weary work, but
I must not falter. Righteousness must be fulfilled."

Sara slipped a heavy purse into his hand. " To help on the
good work* From the son of Caesar."

Marius threw the chink]ing wallet on to the table. "It
will serve its purpose. Tell your mistress to have no-fears/*